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Here had been their temple, their sacred Ark, their
house of the living God. What sense of holiness, what
yearning of regret must fill the heart of every Jew as
he stands where I was standing, and realizes his in-
separable bond to the storied city ! " And when he
was come near, he beheld the city, and wept over it,53
we read of one who discerned the city's approaching
doom, when the enemy should cast a trench about it
and compass it round, and keep it in on every side,
and lay it even with the ground, not leaving one stone
upon another. And, with the yearning spirit of a
Jew, we may read again the foreboding lamentation :
" O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, thou that killest the pro-
phets and stonest them which are sent unto thee, how
often would I have gathered thy children together,
even as a hen gathereth her chickens under her wings,
and ye would not! Behold your house is left unto
you desolate."

When those cries of passionate patriotism were first
uttered, the city, rebuilt not long before, was still
standing in mingled native and Greek or Roman form
untouched by the Mohammedan and Christian
temples and other buildings which even now leave
it still the most beautiful of medieval towns. Though
the site was left desolate for many generations, not one
stone standing upon another but for the solid wall
which had once supported the platform where Herod's
temple stood, the consecrated hill remained. To
Jews, who once had their capital there, everything
that was then anticipated has happened* From age
to age they have been despised, beaten, robbed, tor-
tured and killed without mercy, even as a religious
duty imposed upon Christians. In one point only
was the speaker wrong in his anticipations. Think-
ing of the inevitable overthrow of Jerusalem by the
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